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dig- for them. Near this is the Lake Acherutia, and
Acheron. Returning to the shore, we came to the Bagni
de Tritoli and Diana, which are only long narrow pas-
sages cut through the main rock, where the vapors
ascend so hot, that entering with the body erect you
will even faint with excessive perspiration; but, stooping
lower, as sudden a cold surprises. These sudatories are
much in request for many infirmities. Now we entered
the haven of the Bahise, where once stood that famous
town, so-called from the companion of Ulysses here
buried; not without great reason celebrated for one of
the most delicious places that the sun shines on, accord-
ing to that of Horace:

^Nullus m Or be locus Baiis firalucet amcewsP

Though, as to the stately fabrics, there now remain
little save the ruins, whereof the most entire is that of
Diana's Temple, and another of Venus. Here were those
famous poles of lampreys that would come to hand when
called by name, as Martial tells us. On the summit of
the rock stands a strong castle garrisoned to protect the
shore from Turkish pirates. It was "once the retiring
place of Julius Csesar.

Passing by the shore again, we entered Bauli, observa-
ble from the monstrous murder of Nero committed on
his mother Agrippina. Her sepulchre was yet shown
us in the rock, which we entered, being covered with
sundry heads and figures of beasts. We saw there the
roots of a tree turned into stone, and are continually
dropping.

Thus having viewed the foundations of the old Cimmeria,
the palaces of Marius, Pompey, Nero, Hortensius, and
other villas and antiquities, we proceeded toward the
promontory of Misenus, renowned for the sepulchre of
^Eneas's Trumpeter. It was once a great city, now hardly
a ruin, said to have been bttilt from this place to the
promontory of Minerva, fifty miles distant, now discon-
tinued and demolished by the frequent earthquakes. Here
was the villa of Caius Marius, where Tiberius Csesar
died; and here runs the Aqueduct, thought to be dug by
Nero, a stupendous passage, heretofore nobly arched with
marble, as the ruins testify. Hence, we walked to those
receptacles of water called Piscina Mirabilis, being alo's Temple, with the foundations
